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In another letter to my father I expressed this same thought.
/ do not want worldly goods [I wrote him], castles or villas or
money with which to purchase* luxury. I do want the opportunity
to ma\e good and satisfy my inward self in the line of endeavour
I have chosen.
Father thought I was a fool to make such a choice and so did
many of his friends—hard-headed business men, all of them. Judged
by ordinary standards, perhaps I was; but I could only express the
nature God and circumstance had given me. Once in an hour of
discouragement I came upon some verses that seemed to gather into
so few words all that I thought about myself and my career that I
never forgot them.
We are those fools who could not rest
In the dull earth we left behind,
But burned with passion for the West
And dran\ strange frenzy from its wind.
The world where wise men live at ease
Fades from our unregretful eyes,
As blind across uncharted seas
We stagger on our enterprise.
That was the ideal I sought for myself—to go blind across un-
charted seas and lands, struggling, conquering, the advance pioneer
of humanity.
Doors to the North would not open for me; and, with returning
health, I was not one to sulk. I returned from the deserts a little
thin, but brown and strong and at once looked around for some-
thing to do. I met Dr. Joseph T. Singewald, professor of Economic
Geology at Johns Hopkins, and he suggested an expedition to Peru
to make a geologic cross-section of the Andes. There was then in
existence no adequate geological study of the rock structure of those
mountains.
The work promised results of value, I had nothing else to do, and
I had enough money to meet the slight costs of such an undertaking,
In February, 1924, the Ellsworth Expedition of Johns Hopkins
University went to Peru. It consisted of three men: Dr. Singewald,
his brother Quentin D. Singewald, also a Johns Hopkins geologist,
and myself.

